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A Yearly Tryst 


An unlikely feeling for a man of such accomplishment and 
self-assurance struck him, and nervous anticipation awakened him. 
He immediately felt an unusual morning chill deepen inside his 
bedroom, inside his bones. He burrowed further beneath the thick 
covering of blankets, even as one eye peeked out to catch the time 
on his alarm clock: 8:17. Late, for him. 

Usually he arose with the promise of dawn, time enough to see 
the sun rise majestically over the mist-shrouded mountains, the 
heat burning the mist away to reveal the new day while he sipped 
his coffee on the front porch of his ranch, never more content than 
at that innocent moment in the day. Today was different, a shift 
in his schedule, and not just because of the chill and the arrival of 
such unseasonably cold weather; it was the idea of the company 
he was expecting, the man who, tight beside him, spooning him, 
touching him and loving him and warming him, would soon help 
drive away the harsh cold. When he’d slipped under the covers 
last night, sleep had evaded him, his mind unable to douse the 
flickering images he flipped through, and so he had stared out the 
window while snowflakes lightly fell from the sky. He wondered 
now on this cold morning: had the snow fallen all night, only to 
leave a lush white blanket covering the surrounding Smoky Moun- 
tains? 

The image was picturesque, ideal for envisioning all those 
heady ways of staying warm. 

Johnny Lee Capstone stretched his hard body, his thick, hairy 
arms reaching out from under the covers and into the air. “Aaahh,” 
he called out with a heavy sigh before a smile crossed his face. 

Anticipation, indeed. He thought of his coming guest and all 
they would do and indulge in, their time of year having arrived 
once again. Even just the quick flash of his face, that smile, those 
eyes, represented a nasty tease, showcasing just how impatient he 
was. 

As aresult of his languid stretch, the covers slipped down, 
exposing his strong, sculpted chest and the thick mat of dark hair 


blanketing it. The cold attempted to attack him, but with his own 
natural coating of fur, he figured he was well protected. Running 
his hand through the thick, soft hair, he tweaked his nipples until 
cool, erotic sensations rippled down his spine, encouraging him 
down even further. He slid his fingers along the hair that coated 
his flat belly, swirling and thick around his navel. Finally his hand 
reached its desired destination, the thickening shaft of his pulsing 
cock, thrusting out of a thick patch of dark, wiry pubes. Rubbing 
his cock, he felt it grow, thick, long, and very hard. 

Johnny Lee, owner and proprietor of the eponymous Cap- 
stone’s Dude Ranch, was sexy and hairy, ruggedly handsome, and 
never lacked for company if he so chose. That was the benefit of 
the way he led his life, deliberately single, and with the continual 
influx of new men—all of them guests, all of them potential lovers, 
many of them leaving after their two-week stint at the ranch more 
than satisfied—why should he trade that for anything permanent? 

For moments such as now, when the ranch closed up shop and 
he felt a longing in his loins that never surfaced during the season. 

Now, anticipation flooding his cock, desire overwhelming him, 
he knew he needed a release. Johnny Lee wasn’t above an oc- 
casional bout of self-pleasuring and this morning, well, he knew 
satisfaction would soon wash over him. Only then could he con- 
centrate on the morning and all he needed to prepare for. 

He jerked at his cock, rubbing his hand up and down the long 
shaft. His breath escaped his lips and into the icy chill of his room, 
warming it, heating him. Feeling his body grow flush, his free 
hand grabbed at his chest hair, enjoying how those tufts felt in his 
fist while he continued to stroke his big cock harder and faster. 

He gazed down at his cock and watched as the tip grew. The view 
encouraged him to stroke it harder, harder. 

“Yeah, yeah, shoot, shoot,” he said to himself in the otherwise 
quiet of his room, even though in his mind he saw something 
else—someone else, and it was that face; those eyes; that smooth, 
sculpted body; that waiting, wanting ass that fueled the fire that 
rushed over his entire body, threatening to engulf him. Johnny Lee 
cried out, once, twice, his orgasm so close, so ready. 


Hurriedly pushing the blankets off his body, he spread his hairy 
legs. He continued to stroke his cock, while with his other hand 
he snaked down around his heavy balls, a lone finger determinedly 
seeking the entry point of his ass, pushing past the hair that en- 
circled the hole. With a singular effort, the finger disappeared 
deep inside him, and in his mind it wasn’t himself he imagined 
doing that, it was someone else. Oh, how he touched him, how he 
licked him and probed him, excited him, and that was when the 
fiery Johnny Lee cried out again, again, as he felt his cock pulse, 
thicken, and finally explode. 

“Ahhh,” he exclaimed as a seemingly endless stream of come 
shot quickly out of his cock, landing in the deep dark whorls of his 
chest and on his forearm. “Oh man, oh man, I can’t wait for you to 
get here.” 

Just then his bedside alarm went off, set for eight thirty. He 
slammed it quiet, then quickly got up out of bed. Johnny Lee was 
not the type of man to hit the snooze button. He couldn’t wait to 
begin each new day and discover what unwritten scenes awaited 
him. Walking his naked self over to the window, he gazed out at 
the land he called home, smiling at the untouched snow that coated 
the ranch, the trees, and beyond, high up in the mountain drifts 
that would one day melt and send fresh new water to the rivers and 
lakes. 

He felt the chill swirl around him and knew it was time to go 
downstairs and start a fire. But first he had to clean himself up. 
The way his chest looked, his dark hair coated with the remnants 
of his hot come, it looked like Mother Nature had snowed on him, 
too. 
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“Good morning, son.” 

“Morning, General.” 

“Coffee?” 

“Please. I think my system can’t believe it’s nearly nine o’clock 
and it hasn’t had its first infusion of caffeine,” Johnny Lee said. 

“That’s why they call it vacation. It’s when you give your body 
a break—not from the coffee, just the routine.” 


The General, aka Brigadier General Norman Capstone, Retired, 
was seated in the living room before the oversized fireplace, flames 
flickering inside it, firewood crackling and snapping. Johnny Lee 
approached the stone hearth and rubbed his hands before joining 
his father on the nearby sofa. Accepting the proffered steam- 
ing cup of coffee, Johnny Lee raised it in toast. “Here’s to a few 
days of much needed peace and quiet. Solitude, here I come.” He 
peered at the main entrance and noticed the two suitcases resting 
against the wall. “That your way of trying to get rid of us faster?” 

“Like I could convince the General of anything,” Johnny Lee 
said with a rueful smile and an absent scratch at his rough cheek. 
He had showered but not shaved, and his face was scruffy with a 
few days of heavy, dark beard. Dressed in jeans and a blue flannel 
shirt, the first three buttons characteristically undone, he wasn’t 
sure why he’d bothered to wear his regular uniform, seeing how 
comfortable his father looked in his thick robe. Cinched tight 
against his waist, the General was, at sixty-two, still in great shape. 
His robe was slightly open at his neck to reveal a hearty sprig of 
iron-gray hair. It was no secret where Johnny Lee came by his 
hirsuteness. 

The General, as the iron giant preferred to be called by anyone 
and everyone, simply raised an eyebrow at his son’s rare bout of 
flippancy. 

“Not like I could convince you of anything, sir,” Johnny Lee 
repeated. Easy boy, he reminded himself. Rushing them out the 
door wouldn’t get his guest here any faster. It was all perfectly 
orchestrated, just as it had been these past six years. 

“That’s better.” 

The General might have retired from the Army, but manners 
and respect still ruled the day. 

Capstone’s Dude Ranch was located in the sleepy mountains of 
eastern Tennessee, and it was a family affair, owned by Johnny Lee 
and run with the assistance of his retired Army general of a father 
and his second wife, Georgia. The fact that Capstone’s catered 
exclusively to the gay audience, offering up two-week excursions 
into the wild for men who wanted a chance to indulge testosterone- 


fueled adventures that took them far beyond the effeminate stereo- 
type, was a surprisingly non-factor for the career Army man. He’d 
once told Johnny Lee, “Ask, tell, only thing that should be in the 
damned closet is that fool rule.” It was that refreshing open-mind- 
edness that kept the Capstone family a tight-knit one, even though 
it was only just the three of them. 

An Army brat who had lived all over the United States and on 
bases in Europe, Johnny Lee welcomed this close relationship with 
his father and knew how lucky he was. His mother had passed 
away when he was seventeen, just at the time he was discover- 
ing his own sexuality, and even though it was several more years 
before he confessed his sexual orientation to his father, Johnny Lee 
was never hesitant that his father would disapprove or, worse, dis- 
own him. Nope, the admission had only brought them closer, and 
when Johnny Lee, after scoring on a few successful investments 
in his mid-twenties, decided to sell high and buy the land that now 
encompassed Capstone’s Dude Ranch, his father and stepmother 
were the ones to suggest they help him get settled. That had been 
seven years ago, and here they still were, together. 

But today both the General and Georgia were leaving, albeit 
temporarily. Their annual vacation was upon them, a chance to get 
away from the rough terrain of Capstone’s and treat themselves to 
some of the world’s niceties. The cool month of January had ar- 
rived, the craziness of the holidays had passed, and Capstone’s was 
rolling up for the season, set to reopen in March for a new year 
of horseback riding and training, hiking and whitewater rafting, 
among other nocturnal activities that made Capstone’s the place 
where “men could be men...with other men.” 

“Where’s Georgia?” Johnny Lee asked, his gaze again landing 
on the suitcases. 

“Out for a last-minute ride on her beloved Sumpter,” the Gen- 
eral said with noticeable pride. “You know, as much as Georgia 
detests the snow, she couldn’t resist one last chance to give her 
mare an opportunity to stretch her legs. Now that’s a fine lady, my 
Georgia, one who knows how to handle herself. You would do 
well with the same.” 


“The same?” Johnny Lee asked with a knowing smile. 

“More flippancy, son? You know exactly what I mean. We all 
need someone to stand by our sides, someone who completes you. 
Being alone, it’s not natural. I’ve had the good fortune to experi- 
ence that feeling twice in my life. Pardon me if I want the same for 
my only son.” Then he paused, “Okay, no more lectures. You’re 
obviously not in the mood. Fear not, son, we'll be out of your hair 
soon enough.” 

“T’m not trying to get rid of you—” 

“Sure, that’s why you can’t help but sneak looks at the lug- 
gage over by the door. You’re so curious about them, why don’t 
you bring them out to my truck, pack them in good? Put the small 
bag on the front seat. It’s got all sorts of snacks for us on the long 
drive.” 

Johnny Lee, resigned, went about his required task, while the 
General retired to the back of the ranch house where he and Geor- 
gia kept up a private residence. Grabbing the suitcases, Johnny 
Lee opened up the front door and felt the first wave of cold air 
wash over him. It was bracing and opened up his lungs. As he 
exhaled he saw his breath, all misty. He stepped off the porch, his 
boots crunching against the snow, and made his way to the garage 
and the General’s battered Chevy truck. When he was done, he 
heard the neighing of a horse and the clop of hooves against the 
cold hard ground. 

“Morning, Johnny Lee.” 

“Morning, Georgia. How’s Sumpter taking the snow?” 

“She loves it. Don’t forget to let her run a bit in the corral while 
we’re gone,” she said, patting the thick flanks of the brown horse, 
receiving back a gentle snort, as though she agreed with her rider. 

“I got it. Sumpter and all the others, gotta keep them strong and 
healthy during the off season.” 

Georgia, nodding, retreated into the stables and re-emerged 
moments later, joining Johnny Lee near the porch of the Big 
House—that was what they called the main ranch house. She was 
a hearty woman, tall, fifty-something, with flame-colored hair that 
matched her fiery personality. Someone who could put up daily 


with the General, had to have nerves of steel, but she also had a gi- 
ant heart and Johnny Lee felt her warmth spread through him now 
as she wrapped an arm around his waist. 

“You gonna be all right without us?” 

“Yeah, just fine.” 

“This ranch all to yourself. What will you do with yourself?” 

“Relax, read, clear my mind. Just like every year.” 

“Uh-huh. Got a big stack of Louis L Amour westerns to keep 
you occupied?” 

“I like my westerns a little more...racy.” 

“Hmm, I think you’ll be just fine.” 

“Aren’t I always?” 

“Your father hates that you’re always alone. Even when you’re 
with someone you meet here at the dude ranch, it’s not like you let 
them inside here,” she said, patting her hand against his shirt and 
ruffling the triangle of chest hair that lay exposed. “And I don’t 
mean this fine mane of yours...deeper. One of these days, love is 
gonna pierce that heart of yours, Johnny Lee.” 

“What’s that?” the General asked, emerging from the house, 
now dressed. 

“Oh, I’m just having a little chat with our boy here,” Georgia 
said. 

“Still trying to convince him to join us?” 

“Hardly,” Johnny Lee said. “No offense, but a three-day road 
trip to Miami and then a two-week-long cruise in the Caribbean? 
Not my idea of fun. To be trapped aboard a boat for that long—” 

“Tt’s a ship,” the General said, a stickler for details. “But yeah, 
I hear ya, son. Okay, my Georgia peach, why don’t you go on and 
get yourself cleaned up? Johnny Lee here has already packed our 
car and he’s ready to see us off. Boy’s got antsy pants.” 

Georgia did as requested, took fifteen minutes to change her 
clothes and fluff her hair, and by that time the General and Johnny 
Lee had shared a second cup of coffee and double-checked that 
the horses were warm enough in the cold that permeated inside the 
stables. At last both of them were ready to leave, and they both 
embraced Johnny Lee, and for a second Johnny Lee felt reluctant 


to let them leave. But then he swallowed his apprehension. He 
knew they had to escape for a while and enjoy some time alone, 
just as they also knew that he too needed his time alone. It was 
like this each year since they’d opened the ranch, the General and 
Georgia taking to the road every January, leaving Johnny Lee to 
whatever he desired. 

Whomever, he reminded himself, feeling his cock press hard 
against his jeans. 

Yes, every January, the person whom he desired miraculously 
showed at the ranch, their encounter prearranged. He never spoke 
of it to the General or Georgia, even given their concern that he 
was by himself. Not that they would judge—or begrudge—his 
annual tryst, but they wished he would meet a nice guy and settle 
down already. But he couldn’t do that. If only they knew the 
truth: that once a year, for a week, Johnny Lee allowed himself to 
fall in love. 

“Have a great time,” he told them. 

“You, too,” the General said, and for a moment Johnny Lee had 
to wonder if they knew. Did they clear out every year so he could 
have his time alone with him? 

He watched as the truck pulled out of the garage and rattled 
down the snow-covered driveway, disappearing around the brushy 
bend, his last sight one of Georgia’s arm waving back at him. He 
waved, too, then grew suddenly wistful. How he wished he could 
share a bond such as they shared. But it just wasn’t possible: not 
for him, not for his anticipated guest, not for them. Once a year 
they shared that bond, and when he was gone, so was it. 

It. 

Did he really know what “it” meant? Was it really love? 
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Four hours of nervous energy passed, finally producing results. 
Johnny Lee heard the short beep of a horn, then another, longer 
honk. That was their prearranged signal, two blasts of the horn. 
One to announce his arrival, the other a secret message that only 
the two of them understood. Smiling when he heard that second 
blast, Johnny Lee stopped his pacing in the living room and pushed 


aside the lace curtain to gaze out the window, getting a better look 
when pushing his cowboy hat up over his eyes. He saw the car 
rounding the bend and come into view. It was a rental, of course, a 
different car every year, the only blip of inconsistency in an oth- 
erwise calculated rendezvous. The man behind the wheel, he was 
what counted, and as Johnny Lee got his initial look at him a wide 
smile broke out on the man’s face. Johnny Lee returned the smile. 

At last the car came to a stop before the porch, the man step- 
ping out seconds after he’d turned off the engine. Johnny Lee 
hoped that was the only thing that was turned off, especially as he 
got a look at his new guest: his six-foot frame, his white-blond hair 
grown out shaggy, his oceanic blue eyes, and yes, his easygoing, 
come-hither stance that was as appealing now as the first time he’d 
encountered him six years ago. 

“Hey, sexy,” Johnny Lee said, still standing on the porch, hands 
on his hips. He felt the cold air swirl around him, causing in invol- 
untary shiver. He knew his reaction had more to do with the man 
before him than the cold that tried to insinuate itself inside him, or 
so he tried to convince himself. Johnny Lee couldn’t remember a 
time when they had met when it had been this frigid. 

“Hey, you,” the man replied. “You look good.” 

“You too.” 

Johnny Lee took a hesitant step down one stair... 

...Just as the man approached the porch and... 

... Johnny Lee stepped down another. 

The man took a step up... 

...and they met, at last, face to face, just inches from the other, 
the cold mist of their breath mingling, mixing, disappearing into 
the ether together. Johnny Lee reached out, touched his hand upon 
the man’s perfect face, and stroked the freshly shaven cheek. He 
watched as the man’s tongue slipped out and took hold of Johnny 
Lee’s thumb and drew it into his warm mouth. The man sucked it, 
suckled it, the first hint of desire that existed between them. 

“You taste great,” the man said. 

“You look great,” Johnny Lee said. 

“You look good, too,” the man said again. 


“Only good?” 

“No, you look fucking hot. But take those fucking clothes off. 
You'll look amazing.” 

They hesitated, waiting for that spark to explode, and just then 
it did. Passion erupted between them, like someone had set off a 
firecracker, pushing them together in a heated, hungry kiss, mouths 
pressing hard against the others, tongues swirling, exploring, teeth 
nibbling on sweet, juicy lips. His knees buckling, Johnny Lee felt 
like he was on fire, the hunger inside him drawing his guest’s lips 
upon his neck like a lit match. Wild sensations ripped through 
him as he grabbed hard at the back of his head, running his hands 
through the man’s leonine mane. 

Just then Johnny Lee felt the man pushing him down onto the 
steps. Impervious to the penetrating, cold packed snow that coated 
the stairs and porch, he indulged the moment when his guest kissed 
his neck, licked at its nape. Johnny Lee arched his back with build- 
ing desire. He felt a hand snake inside his shirt and fumble with 
button after button until the flaps of his flannel shirt separated. The 
man, his deep blue eyes locked on Johnny Lee, grinned wide be- 
fore he thrust open the shirt he’d just unbuttoned, revealing Johnny 
Lee’s thickly haired chest. 

“Fuck, your chest...it’s just as I remembered...so sexy...so... 

“Yours,” Johnny Lee said. 

“Yeah, mine.” 

The man hesitated a second, then plunged in, his face quickly 
lost in the thick whorls of furry darkness, lapping at hardened 
nipples. Words of desire escaped his lips, muffled as his mouth 
devoured the hairy thicket. Johnny Lee closed his eyes, revel- 
ing in his touch, reminded of his own stroke session this morning 
when he’d imagined such a scenario, wishing it had been happen- 
ing then and just now wishing the moment would never end, that 
the man would not come up for air. His cock was straining against 
his the inside of his jeans, begging suddenly for the man to follow 
the hairy trail down his stomach and discover the waiting, wanting 
cock. 
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At last the man looked up, panting, again locking eyes with 
Johnny Lee. “Sorry, you know I had to do that. I couldn’t resist 
your chest. I never could...” 

“It’s all Pve been thinking about this I woke this morning.” 

“Bet you jerked yourself off. I did, at the motel. It was just 
a prelude for what was to come.” He laughed aloud. “To come, 
yeah, that’s what I want. Fuck...it’s what I need. To come all over 
you.” 

“Inside,” Johnny Lee said. “It’s all waiting.” 

“Yeah, nice, perfect...I can’t wait, you know that.” 

“I do. And I can’t wait either.” 

As Johnny Lee got to his feet, he felt his heart swell, his blood 
pumping. 

“Welcome back,” he suddenly said to his guest. 

“Yeah, thanks. It’s real good to be back,” the man said, accept- 
ing another kiss, this one with an expressed tenderness, as though 
there was something more between them than the fierce animalistic 
urges that were just on display. As if mirroring those thoughts, 
the man gave voice to his feelings. “You know I love you, Johnny 
Lee.” 

“I love you, too, Cutter,” Johnny Lee said, the words on his lips 
spoken with ease. 

Cutter took his hat off finally, the simple act steeped in mean- 
ing. 

It was his first step toward revealing more than just his body. 
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“Oww, yeah, yeah, I can’t wait, not a second more, Johnny 
Lee, fuck me... yeah, now, now...” 

Johnny Lee and the blond-haired, blue-eyed man named Cut- 
ter had wasted little time from the moment they entered the Big 
House, tearing each other’s clothes off, leaving a trail of shirts, 
jeans, socks, as they made their way upstairs to Johnny Lee’s 
room, where a fire flickered in the fireplace and where a bottle 
of lube and a box of condoms awaited, the intent clear. The sex 
between them was as hot as the fire that crackled near them. They 
skipped any attempt at foreplay, save for a couple of kisses. All 


that could wait. Cutter jumped on the bed and got on all fours, 
thrusting his ass up, ready for Johnny Lee. And Johnny Lee was 
more than ready, his big cock throbbing with anticipation. 

Positioning himself behind, Johnny Lee stroked Cutter’s 
smooth, tight ass, as soft as he remembered, his cock zeroing in 
on its target as he did so. He pushed the tip of his cock through 
the waiting hole, then pushed again, watching with desire as his 
shaft slipped in. He felt the pop and then he could ease the rest of 
himself in. 

“Ahhhhh,” Cutter called out, “Shit, Johnny Lee, shit, I missed 
that cock, the way it fills me. Come on, give it all to me, I want to 
feel that huge thing inside me.” 

Johnny Lee’s cock was impressively thick, but it was also long, 
a full nine inches of hot, throbbing masculinity, and right now he 
was plunging each thick inch inside Cutter’s willing ass, just as the 
man asked for, begged for, cried out for it. Fingers digging into the 
pale skin of his ass, Johnny Lee pushed again, and then he did so 
again, again, plowing him until his cock was buried so far inside, 
his thick pubes rubbed harshly against the soft, supple skin. 

“Yeah, I love it, love that huge cock,” Cutter said, looking back 
at the man who was thrusting hard inside him. 

Johnny Lee, desire flooding his heated loins, bucked and thrust, 
thrust, hard, harder, and Cutter, still staring at him, winced once, 
then smiled, a sure sign his body was adjusting to the girth of 
Johnny Lee’s cock, just as it did each and every year. Urging him 
on, his voice echoing in the silence of the house, Johnny Lee did 
as asked, developing a hard rhythm as he plunged, plunged, and 
plunged further still, his long cock beginning to boil with anticipa- 
tion. It wouldn’t take long, not with Cutter. The first time always 
happened quicker than the many subsequent climaxes, that nervous 
anticipation that flooded his body needing release, not unlike his 
jerk-off session from this morning, but instead of shooting his load 
all over himself, he had this lover to savor every drop. 

“Oh, Johnny Lee, that’s it...don’t stop, fuck me, fuck me,” he 
said. 


Johnny Lee could see Cutter had taken hold of his own hard 
cock, a beer-can-thick cock that might be stubby, but he remem- 
bered the way it filled his mouth, how wide he needed to open to 
suck the whole thing. That would come later, often, for now Cutter 
needed to get off as Johnny Lee fucked him more, more. His hips 
like pistons, he thrust and thrust, Cutter’s urgent pleas like fuel. 
Suddenly a fiery explosion built up inside Johnny Lee and he felt 
his cock expand deep inside Cutter’s ass. It was only seconds until 
he would blow. 

Quickly he pulled out, whipping off the condom with one ex- 
pert motion, his hand stroking his cock until orgasm finally reached 
down into his balls and shot forth its liquid. Hot come shot out of 
the tip and splattered all over Cutter’s ass, splashing against the 
small of his back. Cutter’s voice suddenly constricted, as though 
the feel of Johnny Lee coming all over him had unleashed his own 
climax. 

Johnny Lee rolled onto his back, Cutter straddling him with- 
out missing a single stroke of his thick cock. “Yeah, that’s what 
I wanted. That’s what I like,” Cutter said, reaching with his free 
hand to stroke the fur of Johnny Lee’s chest, pulling hard at dark 
tufts just as his cock exploded with an intensity that rocked them 
both. Shot after shot blew through the air, landing in the dense 
mat, Cutter encouraging every drop out of himself by continuing to 
tweak Johnny Lee’s nipples. Another burst of his cock was almost 
like a second wave of climax had hit him, and he cried out with 
surprise. 

“Damn, that was fucking great,” Cutter said, his smooth chest 
heaving from the power of his double-orgasm. “No one gets me 
going like you. No one gets me to shoot like that.” 

“Yeah, no shit, I think you drenched my chest,” Johnny Lee 
said. 

“Complaining?” 

“Hardly,” he said. “But you know, you may want to clean this 


up.” 
“You know, I am thirsty,” Cutter said, and dove again into the 


whorls of Johnny Lee’s chest, tasting his sweat, tasting himself, 


indulging in the dark forest of hair until his inner beast had been 
satiated and he could relax, lying beside an exhausted but exhila- 
rated Johnny Lee. 

As for Johnny Lee, weakened from his thrust and his climax, 
he stroked his lover’s wild blond mane as he stared up at the ceil- 
ing, knowing that for the next week, this is what his life would be: 
sex and fucking, climaxes and cuddling, expressions of love prof- 
fered between them, and as sweet as it was to hear those words and 
to say them, Johnny Lee knew they were like an orgasm: momen- 
tary, strangling, powerfully consuming, but ultimately fleeting. 
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Nightfall had come to Capstone’s Dude Ranch, and the two 
sole occupants were bathed in a mix of hot water and cold air. Lo- 
cated just beyond the back porch of the Big House in the shadow 
of the stables was a large Jacuzzi, and right now their naked bodies 
were feeling the bubbly effects of the heated water. Arms stretched 
out over the sides of the hot tub, they stared across at each other as 
they sipped at the cold bubbles which danced inside their glasses. 

“You know, they say you’re not supposed to drink alcohol 
when you’re in a hot tub,” Cutter said. 

“Guess what?” 

“What?” 

They’ are not here.” 

“Cheers to that. We wouldn’t want any strangers getting in our 
way,” Cutter said with a sigh, drinking down a healthy gulp of the 
champagne which he’d brought. “Ah, Johnny Lee, this is fuck- 
ing great, sitting out here among the stars even while the ground is 
covered in snow. It’s almost too much to believe it’s this time of 
year again.” 

“Winter?” 

“No, smart ass...our time.” 

“I knew what you meant,” Johnny Lee said, offering up a hand- 
some smile. “It was a busy year at Capstone’s. Sometimes I never 
thought the season would end and that we...we would be together 
again. All the past week, I kept imagining various scenarios that 


would make this visit a bust—the General and Georgia foregoing 
their annual vacation or you deciding not to show...” 

“So, you live life with the glass half empty.” 

“You’ve got to be prepared for any contingency,” Johnny Lee 
said. 

“Nothing would have made me miss this week. And hey, dude, 
my glass is nearly empty,” Cutter said, holding out his glass. 

Johnny Lee, grinning, reached up for the near-empty bottle. He 
drained it, filling Cutter’s glass and pouring the remains into his. 
They drank another toast, eyes locked on each other, the message 
behind their toast clear. Cutter set down his glass on the patio 
behind him and pushed through the gurgling, swirling water until 
he was situated right before Johnny Lee. He reached out to run his 
hands over Johnny Lee’s hairy chest, the thicket thicker when wet. 
His fingers snaked down his furry belly, touching his noticeably 
hard cock. His eyes lit up, making Johnny Lee laugh. 

“You’re insatiable,” he said. 

“Sit up on the edge of the hot tub. Yeah, that’s it,” Cutter said, 
watching as Johnny Lee easily complied, only his strong legs 
dangling in the heated water. The shock of cold air against his 
exposed skin sent prickles all over his body, goosebumps visible, 
nipples hardened beneath his blanket of hair, his hard cock even 
more so. Cutter stood up, his hand grabbing hold of Johnny Lee’s 
hairy legs, helping to push him onto his back. 

“Just what are you doing?” Johnny Lee asked. 

Cutter offered up no words and no explanation, and before long 
Johnny Lee’s legs were raised high into the air, his entire body 
removed from the hot tub, but somehow still warm—hot, flushed. 
Cutter, hands on Johnny Lee’s calves, suddenly went down be- 
tween his legs, his tongue licking at his ass, tongue pushing against 
the hairy hole. He licked, sucked, thrust the tip of his tongue into 
Johnny Lee’s ass. 

“Oh shit, Cutter...wow, wow...” 

“Yeah, you like when I eat you out, huh? Yeah, give me that 
furry ass of yours.” 

“Tt’s yours, all yours.” 


Cutter plunged his entire face into Johnny Lee’s drenched 
crotch, touching and caressing, licking, his tongue teasingly play- 
ing at the puckering hole, fingers digging into the fur-covered 
cheeks. Johnny Lee cried out with a blast of pleasure, begging him 
for more, more. “But not your tongue, oh, Cutter, give me your 
cock. Yes, Cutter, fuck your hairy beast. Let me feel that thick cock 
open me up.” 

Cutter happily answered the hungry call, quickly drawing John- 
ny Lee back into the swirling, heated water. Johnny Lee watched 
as he readied himself, his hard cock, now encased in a condom, 
bobbing in the roiling water. Placing his hands against the rim of 
the hot tub, Johnny Lee prepared himself to be penetrated, taking a 
deep breath before he felt the first push of thick cock against hairy 
ass, Cutter’s smooth self against Johnny Lee’s hirsute body. Then 
he felt the entire cock plunge inside him with one thrust—force- 
ful, hungry, as though the yearlong wait had unleashed a newfound 
fury with him, taking his frustration out on Johnny Lee, pushing, 
hard, harder, harder still, grunting in the night, the wind catch- 
ing them, allowing them to echo in the canyon. To Johnny Lee, 
the echo of their voices made it seem like he was being fucked by 
more than one man, an orgy of two, and given the hearty thickness 
of Cutter’s cock, he may as well have been. It like two cocks were 
inside him, fighting, thrusting, pleasing. 

Cutter leaned in with a fast thrust, his cock as deep as he could 
put it, hands pushing against Johnny Lee’s back, rubbing the thin 
coating of hair that grew over his shoulders, faint when dry but 
more pronounced when wet, and it was this image of the wildly 
hairy Johnny Lee before him that had him close to blowing his 
load. Johnny Lee urged him on, more, more. “Yeah, fuck me, fuck 
my hairy ass with all you’ve got,” and Cutter whispered into his 
ear, “Take it. Take my thick one, you beast, you hairy beast, take it 
now and tomorrow, take it for as long as you want it...” 

Johnny Lee heard the words swirl inside his head, wondering 
what Cutter meant by them. Was it just the heat of the moment, this 
moment of intense fucking, or did he feel something more? Did he 
want something...permanent? As long as Johnny Lee wanted it? 


He wanted it always. Even during the season when he would hook 
up with one of his visiting dudes, he would be thinking of Cutter 
and the wild week of sex they would indulge in. But that was all 
that existed between them, a week. That was what they had prom- 
ised to each other, right? Why, then, was Cutter trying to rewrite 
the rules? 

“Ahhh, aaaah, aaah,” Cutter exclaimed. 

Johnny Lee realized his mind had drifted. He’d forgotten that 
Cutter’s cock was buried inside him, that he was fucking him hard, 
grabbing at his hair. The pain he was feeling from such intense 
physicality was nothing compared to the sudden ache he felt inside 
his heart. Just then he felt Cutter’s cock grow, expand, and thrust 
inside him again, climax ripping through him and shooting into the 
tip of the condom, a protective barrier that kept him from fully en- 
tering him, claiming him. Johnny Lee found the separation oddly 
appropriate, as though the condom suddenly defined the limits of 
their relationship, a microcosm of all that was right with them and 
all that was wrong with them. 

Great sex, but somehow lacking any true connection. 

This was love? 

Or was this just lust, indulged in yearly, an escape for each 
of them from the real world? He knew who he was, and what he 
wanted, eventually, was what the General was always wishing for 
him. But with Cutter, was that even possible? He knew he en- 
joyed sex with him and looked forward to these secret trysts, but 
to what end? When and how would it end? He knew little about 
Cutter except what he liked to do in bed, the kind of things that 
drove him crazy and brought him to loud climaxes, but did he re- 
ally know what penetrated his heart, or what made him tick? 

Cutter, satiated, pulled out. Johnny Lee watched as he stripped 
off the condom and sent it flying beyond the side of the hot tub, 
landing with disregard in the virgin snow. Then he disappeared be- 
neath the surface of the water, immersing his entire body as though 
cleaning it from the sex he’d just performed. Even though he was 
obviously still here, his satisfied, drained body just inches from 
him, Johnny Lee felt suddenly alone in the world. The cold wind 


rushing down from the mountains rippled against his skin, and not 
even the dark fur that coated his hard body could keep him warm. 
It was then that he realized, with wonder and surprise, that his cock 
had grown flaccid, not as a result of his own climax but out of a 
lack of desire to do so. That had to be a first. When had a stranger 
arrived? 
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They easily fell asleep in the living room just after midnight, 
rolled up in a thick sleeping bag. A discarded empty bottle of wine 
and two glasses lay at their side, and dying embers in the fireplace 
were all that was left of a night of mixed feelings and signals. 
They’d fucked each other on the kitchen table before making a 
dinner of salmon and rice; they’d sucked cocks on the porch as part 
of their dessert, their naked bodies bracing against the cold even as 
they brought each other to loud, valley-stretching climaxes that left 
their bodies flushed, hot, and impervious to the dropping tempera- 
tures. 

But it was at four o’clock that next morning, a time when 
Johnny Lee’s mind would normally begin to think about waking, 
that his deep-set brown eyes popped open, the quiet of the ranch 
disconcerting. Cutter was fast asleep on his back, his muscled arms 
tucked under the soft pillow, allowing Johnny Lee a chance to dart 
away undetected. Slipping on a pair of briefs, he walked to the 
kitchen and began to prepare coffee. Outside, snow was falling 
again. It was in the forecast for the next few days and more than 
two feet of snow was expected before the storms had settled. 

A nice time to be homebound and in the welcoming arms of 
a lover who knew no bounds when it came to satisfaction—his, 
yours, theirs—and at the mere thought of days of sex, sex, sex, 
Johnny Lee’s cock stirred inside his tight briefs. But was that 
what he really wanted? Damn the General and Georgia, leaving 
him with such conflicting, confusing thoughts. Some people were 
destined to live life on their own terms, to share their hearts only 
when they wanted, to share their cocks only when lust demanded 
it. Such annoying thoughts of finding someone to settle down with 
were wreaking havoc with his anticipated week. 


Wasn’t this just supposed to be a time of indulgence, of sexual 
wants and desires, two people coming together—and coming 
and coming—for their mutual satisfaction? No muss, no fuss, no 
worries beyond their allotted time. The week would end and they 
would each return to their regularly scheduled lives. 

So what the hell was the problem? 

Because Johnny Lee wanted more. Maybe not with Cutter. But 
with someone... 

Was it odd, he wondered, that he knew nothing of Cutter’s life 
beyond Capstone’s Dude Ranch? The man had made a reservation 
during the initial season, arriving alone and uncertain, and it was 
that shock of innocence he wore on his face, along with those crys- 
talline blue eyes, that drew Johnny Lee to him. It had only taken 
two days of horseback riding in the nearby hills of the Smoky 
Mountains before Johnny Lee made his move, pinning him against 
the thick trunk of a tree, pressing against him, his cock threatening 
to burst from his chaps when he’d quietly said, “You drive me wild 
with desire, Cutter. It’s all I can do to keep from wanting to fuck 
you,” and Cutter, sweating from the heat of the day or maybe from 
the closeness of Johnny Lee to him, said, “So do it. Do what you 
want.” 

Johnny Lee recalled that moment when the fire between them 
exploded into passion. 

“Uh, Johnny Lee?” 

The memory suddenly doused in his mind, Johnny Lee, push- 
ing his cock as best he could down inside his briefs, turned to find 
Cutter standing naked in the kitchen. 

“Hey, good morning.” 

“Ts that what it is? Still looks dark out.” 

“Dawn is coming. My favorite time of day.” 

“I remember you telling all of us that on our first day here at 
the ranch, how morning was the time to get your blood moving... 
but that was during the height of summer. Warm and inviting 
mornings. Not like now...it’s cold. You guys believe in heat?” 

Johnny Lee nodded. “The General prefers the natural heat 
from our fireplaces, gives the ranch a nice woodsy smell. Me, I 


like it cold. The bracing temperature wakes up your blood rather 
than freezing it. Doesn’t matter the season, doesn’t matter rain 
or shine—mornings just call to me. Sorry if I woke you. I just 
couldn’t sleep any longer. Figured I’d make some coffee.” He 
paused, looked at the percolating pot. “You up for some?” 

“Nah, too early.” 

“Why don’t you try and go back to sleep?” Johnny Lee said. 

“You gonna join me?” 

“Not right away,” came Johnny Lee’s quick answer. Perhaps 
too quick. 

Cutter started back, hesitated, then stopped. “Something’s dif- 
ferent.” 

“Hmm,” Johnny Lee offered up noncommittally. 

“Ts it me?” 

“No, not all...it’s me....or maybe, it’s us. Whoever ‘us’ is.” 

A hint of concern deepened in those blue eyes of us, tinting 
them into a man Johnny Lee didn’t recognize. 

“We have an agreement, Johnny Lee. Who we are when we’re 
here, and that’s it.” 

“Except I’ve realized I can’t be a different man, not here, not 
anymore,” he said, regret caught in his throat. “This is my home. 
Maybe it was easier to play act in the past, before I felt truly settled 
here at Capstone’s, but after seven years...well, this is my world, 
the life I’ve created for myself. Men come and go, but I remain the 
constant.” 

“T never asked about other men. I assumed a man such as your- 
self, you have needs the rest of the year... heck, it’s how we met, 
here, that one day up in the woods—” 

“You remember that?” 

“Of course I do. You opened up new worlds to me, new feel- 
ings...and desire. Before then, well, being gay, it was something 
I knew I was but hadn’t fully embraced it. I think I was afraid to. 
But every year since then, I can’t tell you how much I looked for- 
ward to coming here and being with you. But now...” 

“Yeah, but now,” Johnny Lee said, wistfully. 

“So, is this...it?” 


Johnny Lee didn’t know the right answer, not to this man 
whom he had shared so much with—his heart and his hard cock 
and his wanting body, relishing the way Cutter embraced him and 
kissed him, licked at his chest and indulged in his furriness, beg- 
ging again, again, for sex, to be fucked, and oh, how Johnny Lee 
had just given him everything he’d asked for, over and over, every 
room, every position. Six years of yearly rendezvous, each meet- 
ing between them coming with no attachments or obligations, all 
of them had been satisfying but yet not so. Why else did they look 
forward to the next year, the next? 

An idea formed in Johnny Lee’s mind. 

“Get dressed,” he said. 

“What?” 

“Dress warmly. It’s pretty cold out there this morning.” 

“I don’t understand,” Cutter said. “We’re going out in that 
snow?” 

“Georgia said I needed to stretch the horses, get them some 
exercise.” 

“Today. ..now?” 

“No time like the present,” Johnny Lee said. “After all, we 
can’t rewrite the past, and we best not ask about tomorrow, not 
right now when the morning is still dawning over the horizon, and 
we’re as vulnerable as we are naked.” 

Johnny Lee’s powerful words lingered between them, and as if 
to offer Cutter a sense of comfort, he came to him, hands touching 
his face, at the light stubble that dotted his face, and placed a kiss 
upon his lips. His own thick scruff scratched at Cutter’s cheek, 
eliciting a groan of waking desire. As they kissed, Johnny Lee 
tasted last night, the wine and the sex, as though the night hadn’t 
fully let go its grasp on them, leaving them somewhere between 
now and then. Would their indulgent fantasies win out, or would 
the reality of a day frigid with cold air take command? 
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Georgia had been right: the horses couldn’t wait to break free 
from the stables and feel the cold bracing air whip at their manes 
as they took to the land and the once familiar, now snow-covered 


paths. Forging their own trail, Railway in the lead, Balfour close 
behind, they took their riders deep into the woods, as though fueled 
by their own wishes and desires, the sound of their hooves crunch- 
ing against snow—if not sexual, then filled with their own raw 
energy. 

Johnny Lee, wrapped in a warm coat, his favorite cowboy hat 
placed down upon this thick dark locks, gloved hands grasping 
at his reins, felt his earlier doubts be blown away by the currents 
of the wind, and a smile was at last frozen upon his lips. Happily 
straddling his beautiful, prized Railway, he knew he was never 
more truly alive than when riding across the wide, open land of his 
adopted home of Tennessee, surrounded by the peaks of the Smoky 
Mountains, themselves today topped with translucent caps of ice. 
White flakes of snow continued to fall around them, leaving a light 
dusting over the brim of his hat. 

“You okay back there?” he called out. 

As if Balfour thought it was he Johnny Lee had spoken to, he 
neighed loudly, making Johnny Lee laugh. But then he heard, 
“Yeah, fine, this was a great idea. I think we both needed to get out 
of the ranch, you know...?” 

Johnny Lee turned back, caught the wide grin on Cutter’s face. 

“You look good up there,” he said. “Natural. Balfour likes 
you.” 

Cutter had donned a cowboy hat as well, and the way his 
shaggy blond hair curled at the nape of his neck had Johnny Lee’s 
loins stirring. 

But such thoughts would have to wait. He had other things 
in mind as they trekked further up the hills. Johnny Lee thought 
again of Cutter, how each subsequent rendezvous had seen the 
sex between them increase, as though the time spent apart only 
served to fuel their inherent desires. As a result, words of intimacy 
had grown as cold as the day, and their outdoor activity had been 
curtailed as they had burrowed beneath blankets, bodies touching, 
cocks thrusting. He tried to recall the two of them venturing into 
the woods on horseback the last couple of years and he came up 
empty. No, it had just been sex, and more sex. Maybe there was 


hope for the two of them. Perhaps there was something to look 
forward to? 

At last they emerged into a clearing atop one of the lower 
mountain peaks, the view of the valley beautiful, with its white 
coat of snow untouched. Johnny Lee hopped off Railway, tether- 
ing her to a nearby tree, even while knowing she was going no- 
where. He handed her a few carrots and she contentedly munched. 
Cutter dismounted as well, and followed Johnny Lee’s lead. Their 
horses busy eating, Johnny Lee grabbed hold of Cutter’s hand and 
brought him closer to the edge of the cliff. 

“God, it’s beautiful,” Cutter said. “Not unlike home.” 

The words weren’t lost on Johnny Lee. “Home. Now, that’s a 
place you never mention.” 

“Do you really want to know, Johnny Lee? Where I’m from, 
what I do?” 

“Who you are?” 

“What do you mean? I’m Cutter and...” 

“T know it’s not your real name,” Johnny Lee said. 

“How—?” 

“Men come to Capstone’s to become someone they’re not,” he 
said. “It’s not uncommon, or so I’ve come to learn in my years run- 
ning the ranch. I don’t mind. We’re all running from something, 
and if I can offer up a place where a man can reinvent himself, if 
only for two weeks, who am I to judge? Makes life less compli- 
cated for me. I mean, look at you and me. How we came together, 
and how that initial visit to Capstone’s led to our yearly tryst. You 
knew nothing about my other relationships, I knew nothing about 
yours. Just this one week out of the year we got to be who we 
wanted to be, but I suppose over the years I’ve become more of 
myself, while you’ ve perpetuated this role you’ve been playing. 
It’s not a judgment, Cutter. But I guess what I’m asking now, here, 
in this location, can I know your real name?” 

Johnny Lee looked deep into those bright blue eyes for an an- 
swer, not sure what kind of response he was seeking. This was the 
truest test of whatever bond existed between them. Was he looking 
for an escape from their yearly encounters of sex without commit- 


ment, a way to end them, or was he looking for something more 
from them, more from the sexy, alluring man who shared this one 
week of his life? 

“This place,” Cutter said, “I remember it, that summer day six 
years ago. You came up behind me.” 

“Like this,” Johnny Lee said, his arms slipping around Cut- 
ter’s waist, holding him tight while they both stared out at the lush 
valley beneath them. That day the verdant grass had blown in the 
strong wind that blew free across the field, and today it was buried 
beneath the snow, there but not really. 

“Yes, just like that, and your touch...it surprised me, but it 
electrified me, too,” he said, “I had never before felt such an at- 
traction to another man, never imagining that you would ever find 
me to your liking. I mean, a man like you could have anybody he 
wanted, and that week I was here, there were seven other men to 
choose from. Yet you had invited me into the woods. It was me 
who you embraced, kissed...” 

“Like this?” Johnny Lee asked, his lips touching the back of 
Cutter’s neck. 

A gasp escaped Cutter’s mouth, the touch of heat against his 
cold skin. “Yes, just like that. I dream of it often. Even after all 
the times we’ve screwed, all the times you’ve fucked me, I still 
remember your first touch...” 

“We could have that first touch again,” Johnny Lee said. 

“How?” 

“Tell me your name,” he said with a whisper, pulling away, the 
warm touch of his strong arms gone, the heat of his kiss simmer- 
ing. 

Cutter turned around and faced Johnny Lee with an intense 
gaze to his eyes, the same look he gave when Johnny Lee was 
about to enter him, thrust inside him, open him up to new worlds 
and experiences. Johnny Lee supposed the same was about to hap- 
pen. He was going to enter Cutter anew, a man who wasn’t Cutter. 

“My name is Trent,” he said. 

“Trent,” Johnny Lee said, tasting the name on his tongue. 


“The mountains are my home as well, way up north in the 
Adirondacks.” 

“I hear it’s beautiful there.” 

“It’s beautiful here,” Cutter, now Trent, said. 

“Now it is,” Johnny Lee said, learning forward to plant a lin- 
gering kiss upon his lips. 

All it took was just that one kiss, that one taste of fresh de- 
sire, and Johnny Lee and Trent came together in a powerful rush 
of heat, so intense it could have melted away the snow that fell 
around them. Pressing Trent hard against the thick trunk of the 
tree, Johnny Lee felt his cock growing thick and he realized he 
wanted this man, right here, now, as the snow fell and the cold 
attacked their bodies, he knew the desire that would flood out of 
him—out of them, could keep their hearts afire. 

“I want you, Trent, here.” 

“Yes, yes, Johnny Lee, the distance I felt earlier...even last 
night, I felt I would never see you again, taste you, feel you,” Trent 
said. “I couldn’t live with that. It’s why I opened myself up to, told 
you my name and where I’m from. And later, I’ll tell you more, ev- 
erything if that’s what you want, but right now, all I want is you.” 

As if to prove his words, Trent tossed off his gloves, his coat, 
arms now given to greater flexibility. Johnny Lee allowed himself 
to be pushed against the tree this time, their past now in reverse, 
and he watched as Trent and Cutter both, two men who were now 
one, began to undress him, one button, then two, removing coat, 
shirt, exposing Johnny Lee’s magnificent chest to the elements, 
flakes of snow catching in the thick whorls of hair, only to melt 
on near contact. Trent thrust his face into the dark mat while his 
fingers teased the hard nipples, hot to the touch, erect not from the 
cold but from Trent’s touch. He dropped to his knees, his tongue 
following the furry path down to where it disappeared beneath 
Johnny Lee’s jeans. With quick motions, he unsnapped the jeans, 
unzipped, and the jeans slid down thick, hairy legs and to his 
ankles. Johnny Lee’s hard cock bounced up as if newly awake, a 
sword ready to conquer. 

“Suck it,” Johnny Lee urged. 


Trent offered up no protest. He just opened wide and swal- 
lowed the entire length of that impressive cock. Johnny Lee thrust 
deep, then pulled his cock back to where the tip teetered on the 
edge of his lips, pulsing, heated, only to thrust it back in, his ac- 
tions repeated, his motions growing with exponential speed. Trent 
took every thrust, every inch, his hands cupping around the hairy 
cheeks of Johnny Lee’s ass. He sucked and sucked, time lost to 
him, the cold a non-factor as he worked Johnny Lee toward climax, 
knowing he wanted every drop, to taste him and desire him. John- 
ny Lee let out a sharp cry and exploded, his come shooting into 
Trent’s mouth and sliding down his throat in a display of power, 
his body’s bucks uncontrollable. At last he pulled his spent cock 
out of Trent’s mouth. He gazed down at the man and found him 
looking up, grinning. They were in agreement again, in sync. 

And they weren’t done. 

Trent slid his pants down suddenly, unleashing his cock, expos- 
ing his smooth ass as he positioned his hands against the rough 
bark of the tree. 

“Fuck me, Johnny Lee, fuck me hard.” 

Johnny Lee had anticipated such a thing happening, and he 
returned to Railway for his supply of lube and condoms, prepared 
his hungry cock, that pulsing ass. Trent was urging him on. He 
couldn’t wait any longer. “Fuck me, fuck me,” he kept crying out, 
and Johnny Lee gave him all he wanted, every inch he begged 
for. So there, in the shadow of the valley as the snow fell and the 
horses looked away, Johnny Lee, cowboy hat firmly atop his head, 
shirt open and furry chest brushing raw against Trent’s back, thrust, 
thrust, thrust with might and with desire and with a raw, powerful 
energy that surprised even himself, as though he and Trent were 
fucking for the first time, and he supposed perhaps they were. That 
was what he told himself now as he fucked and he thrust, and then 
as his cock blew and his come shot forth into Trent’s ass, his voice 
proclaiming, “Yes, Trent, Trent, Trent, take it, take it...o000ooohh- 
hhhh.” 

Just then Trent’s own pulsing cock burst and his white come 
shot onto the trunk of the tree, drops catching in the rough contours 


of the bark. His breath escaped his lips, the mist clear in the air be- 
fore them. But it was the only thing cold about this moment, their 
bodies still hot from their touch. 

“So, Trent,” Johnny Lee said, “I’m very glad to get to know 
you. Maybe you can now tell me what you do for a living.” 

The response Johnny Lee received sent his laughter out over 
the valley, its echo swirling around the surrounding encasement of 
mountains, almost as if it would never die down, to be repeated, 
its masculine, hearty sound to accompany them the rest of the day, 
down the mountain and back into the waiting warmth of the Big 
House, where they would come together in another explosive, 
powerful rush of heat, desire, and flames. 

“T’m a firefighter,” Trent answered. 

xX k x x 


Somehow the week flew by and eventually arrived Trent’s day 
to leave. A reluctant but satiated Johnny Lee Capstone was stand- 
ing on the porch as he watched Trent Rodgers packing his bags 
into the trunk of his rental car, his transient existence coming to 
an end, his regular life awaiting him. His bags hidden away, Trent 
walked back to the porch and got no further than the first step. For 
Johnny Lee, to let him cross the threshold would mean he might 
pull him back, take him again, again, maybe even not letting him 
leave. Instead, he swallowed what he wanted and spoke what had 
to happen. 

“Let’s make a new promise right now,” Johnny Lee said, tip- 
ping his cowboy hat up, exposing the liquid brown of his eyes. 

“What’s that?” 

“We agree that we part now, as friends and as lovers, two men 
who once found in each other solace, understanding, need, and yes, 
even love...and lots of incredible sex. The past six years, they re- 
main very special to me, but I know that next year, it can’t happen. 
We have new lives to live—you need to be free to find someone 
with whom you can share your life. Go home to your village of 
White Pine and find what awaits you there. Tell your father about 
your true self, I never felt freer than when I told the General I was 
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gay. 


“The General and Fire Chief Paddy Rodgers, not so sure they 
share the same open mind.” 

“You'd be surprised.” 

“And what about you, Johnny Lee?” 

“Oh, I can take care of myself,” he said. “Always have, always 
will.” 

Trent leaned forward and planted a kiss on Johnny Lee’s lips, 
his fingers slipping inside the open-necked shirt to play, one last 
time, with the dense mat on his chest, twirling thick tufts in his 
fingers as he accepted another kiss, another, and then finally, they 
parted, Trent with a bright smile to his handsome face. Johnny Lee 
knew his own expression was one of regret. 

“I won’t forget you, Johnny Lee Capstone,” he said. “You or 
your fabulous chest.” 

Johnny Lee aimlessly scratched at his chest, fingers lost in the 
dark thicket. He liked how the soft his hair felt, remembered how 
Cutter’s—Trent’s face had felt nestled against the furry mat, too, as 
they fell asleep in the shadow of flickering fires. Tonight he would 
sleep alone, and the cold would penetrate beneath his hairy self. 
He would stare at the ceiling, wishing he could see the stars. When 
he looked back up, his smile was crooked. “I won’t forget you... 
either of you.” 

Soon the car was heading down the snowy driveway, disap- 
pearing around the bend, not unlike when the General and Georgia 
had done so just a week ago. Trent let out one honk of the horn, 
and Johnny Lee stood there on the porch awaiting the second one, 
realizing after a while it wasn’t coming. Their special code in 
which one blast announced his arrival or departure, the other to say 
I'll be back, was no longer, just as their yearly trysts were. 

Johnny Lee dipped the brim of his hat over his eyes, hiding 
what he didn’t wish the world to see. 

Then he made his way toward the stables, saying, “Okay, 
Sumpter, it’s your turn for a spin. If I don’t stretch you out, Geor- 
gia will have my hide,” and when the gentle horse neighed in 
response, Johnny Lee Capstone laughed loudly. For now, the ranch 
was all his, and the solitude called to him. It was just who he was. 


Trent would go on to find love, he was sure of that, and as for the 
General and his beloved Georgia, they’d be back to fill his world 
with the wonder that was family, and so too would new guests and 
potential lovers arrive, newfound relationships with those men as 
fleeting as life itself. 

Johnny Lee sighed as he stared out at the Smoky Mountains. 
He saw it was starting to lightly snow again, and anticipated being 
snowed in, possibly for the next week and beyond. But why worry 
about things you couldn’t control? Johnny Lee realized all that 
mattered was today. Why start wishing for something else when 
you could just appreciate the here, the now, all that you already 
have? 


THE END 
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